HERBERT   CORBY

when heart was drab, when faith was as a stranger:
and by the Thames I love that day I'd swear
life had ended with luck, and loveliness
died with the easy view, the loss of danger.

LAWRENCE DURRELL

Epitaph

Jrlere lies Michael of the small bone.
The pride of the lion is gone home.
God lend our England such a one,

A knight's memoriam is only love.
So Michael with his dog on his leg
To his sweet Vicar is gone above.

His loyalty was better than the people's mud.
His going down on the jaw of the common dog,
This was a godly fellow's manoeuvre.

His breath as pure as the great oven of Mary.
He spoke to God with the tongue of great bell.
They taste his humour at the centre of the world.

Michael the Englishman of the small bone,
Simple and pure as water in a spoonf
God lend our England such a one.